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— 0 UND ſome fair tree th ambition Wood- 


bine grows, 


boughs; 

So ſweet the Verſe, th' ambitious verſe ſhould be, 
(Oi pardon mine) that hopes ſupport from Thee, 
Thee, Compton, born o'er Senates to preſide, 
Their Dignity to raiſe, their Councils guide; 
Deep to diſcern, and widely to ſurvey, 

And Kingdoms fates, without ambition, weigh; 
Of diſtant Virtues nice extreams to blend, 

The Crown's Aſſerter, and the People's Friend: 


B Nor 


And breathes her ſects on the e 


24 [i 2's 1 


Nos gos tbon Farne amid @blimer yiews, 4048 i | 
Th liſten to the lab Ours. of the mule ; TE. ON 


Thy Smiles proteth her, while thy Talents fre, b 
And tis but half thy glory to Inſpire. 


Vext : at a publick fame ſo juſtly won, : 
The jealous Chremes is with ſpleen undone. 

Chremes, for airy penſions of renown, 

De votes his ſervice to the State, and Crown; 

All ſchemes he knows, and knowing, all,impraves, 
Tho Britain's thankleſs, ſtill this Patriot loves 
But patriots differ, ſome may ſhed their blood, , 
He drinks his coffee for the publick good, 
Conſults the ſacred ſteam, and there foreſees - 
W hat ſtorms, or ſunſhine Providence decrees, 
Knows for each day the weather of our fate. 
A Ouidnunc 1 is an Almanack of ſtate. 
Lou ſmile, and tbink this Stateſman void of aſe, 
Why may not time his ſecret worth praduce? 
Since Apes can roaſt the choice caſtanian nut, 

Since Steeds of genius are expert at Pur, 


Since 


_ 
Sinct Half the Senate jor cant ein fiy, 
Geeſe fations ſave, and Puppies plots betray. | 


What makes Him model Re aims, and coun ans : 


An incapacity for "Tinaller things. 

Poor Cirbmes cut cbiduct Ris wn éſtate, 

And thence has denten Europe's 8 fate. 
Gehemo leaves the realm to Chremes” ill, 

And boldly*ctiittis a province higher Hill. 

To raiſe'atiartie, łh artBitivus boy has g got 

At once a Blble, Ada Shoulder. 

Deep in the ſecfet, le 100 ks Chf the whole, 

And pities'the dtill rogue that faves his bel. 

To talk with revefèlicè ybu m muſt take g00 Ad 

Not ſhock his render reaſon with the Creed. 

How-eer, well:Bted, in publick he complies, 

| Obliging friends alone with blaſphetnics. 

Peerage is poyſon, good eftates are bad 

For this diſeaſe; Poor rogues run ſeldom mad. 

Have not Attainders Brought unhop dr elief, 

And falling stocks quite curd an Ry ? 


„ 
YN 
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While the ſun ſhines Blunt talks with wond'rous force; 
Biit Thunder marrs ſmall beer, and weak diſcourſe. 0 
Such uſeful Inſtruments the weather ſhow, 


Juſt as their Mercury i is high or low. 
Health chiefly keeps an atheiſt ; in the dak; 
A Fever argues better than a Clarke 5 
Let but the Logick 1 in his pulſe decay, 
The Grecian he'll renounce, and learn to pray, 


While C—— mourns. with an unfeigned zeal 


Th apoſtate youth, who reaſon d once ſo well. 
( who makes ſo merry with the creed, * 
He almoſt thinks he disbelieves indeed; W | 

But only thinks ſo; to give both their due, 
Satan, and he Believe, and Tremble too. 


Narciſſus the Tartarian Club diſclaims, 
Nay, a Free- maſon with ſome Terror names, 


Omits no duty, nor can Envy ſay 

He miſs d theſe many years the Church, or Play; 
He makes no noiſe in Parliament, tis true, 

But pays his Debts, and Viſit, when tis due; 


4 His 


7 4 

His Character, and Gloves are ever clean, 
And then, he can outbow the bowing Dean; 
A {mile eternal on his lip he wears, 
W hich equally the wiſe, and worthleſs ſhares. 
In gay fatigues this moſt undaunted Chief 
Patient of Idleneſs beyond belief, | 
Moſt charitably lends the town his face 
For ornament, in every publick place; 
As ſure as Cards he to the Aſſembly comes, 
And is the furniture of drawing- rooms. 
When Ombre calls, his hand, and heart are free, 
And, joyn'd to Two, he fails not — to make Three. 
Narciſſus is the glory of his race: 
For who does Nothing with a better grace! 

To deck my Liſt, by nature were deſign'd 
Such ſhining Expletives of human kind, 
Who want, while thro' blank life they dream along, 
Senſe to be right, and Paſſion to be wrong. 


To counterpoiſe this Hero of the mode, 


some for renown are ſingular, and odd; 


C 


[6] 
What other men diſlike is ſure to pleaſe 
Of all mankind theſe dear Antipodes; 
Thro pride, not malice, they run counter till, 
And Birth-days are their days of dreſſing ill. 
Ari is a fool, and F-— a ſage, 
$— Jy will fright you, E-—— engage, 
By nature ſtreams run backward, flame deſcends, 
Stones mount, and $——x is the worſt of friends. 
They take their reſt by day, and wake by night, 
And bluſh, if you ſurprize them in the right, 
If they by chance blurt out, ere well aware, 
A Swan is white, or Q. is fair. 
Nothing exceeds in ridicule, no doubt, 
A fool in faſhion, but a fool that's out; - 
His paſſion for abſurdity's ſo ſtrong, 
He cannot bear a Rival in the wrong. 
Tho wrong the mode, comply; more ſenſe is ſhewn 
In wearing other's follies, than your own. - - 


If what is out of faſhion moſt you prize, 
Methinks you ſhould endeavour to be wiſe. 


L# 1 


But what in oddneſs can be ore Sublime 
Than , the foremoſt Toytman of his time? 
His nice ambition lyes in curious fancies, 

His daughter's pottion a rich ſhell inhances, 

And Aſbmole's Baby-houſe is, in his view, 
Britannia's golden mine, a rich Peru! 

How his eyes languiſh how his thoughts adore 

That painted coat which Joſeph never wote ? 

He ſhews on Holidays a ſucred pin, 

That toucht the ruff, that toucht Queen Beſ#'s chin. 

* Since thay great dearth our Chronicles deplore, 
ce Since the great plague that ſwept as many more, 
* Was ever year unbleſt as this? ” he'll cry, 

* It has not brought us one new butterfly! 
In times that ſuffer ſuch learn'd men as theſe, 
Unhappy T)] how came you to pleaſe? 


Not gawdy butterflies are Lico's game; 
But, in effect, his chace is much the ſame. 


Warm 


8 

Warm in purſuit, he Levees all the great, 

Stanch to the foot of Title, and Eſtate. 

W here-c'er their Lordſhips go, they never find, 
Or Lico, or their ſhadows lagg behind; 

He ſets them ſure, where-e'er their Lordſbips run, 


Cloſe at their elbows, as a morning- dun; 
As if their grandeur by contagion wrought, 
And Fame was, like a Fever, to be caught: 
But after ſeyen years dance from place to place, 
The * Dane is more familiar with his Grace. 

W ho'd be a Crutch to prop a rotten peer; 
Or living Pendant, dangling at his ear, 
For ever whiſp'ring ſecrets, which were blown 
For months before by trumpets thro” the town? 
W ho'd be a Glaſs with flattering grimace 
Still to reflect the temper of his face ; 
Or happy Pin to ſtick upon his ſleeve, 
When my Lord's gracious, and vouchſafes it leave; 
Or Cuſhion, when his heavineſs {hall pleaſe 
To loll, or thump it for his better eaſe; 
Or a vile Butt, for noon, or night beſpoke, _ 
When the peer raſhly ſwears he'll club his joke! 


Who'd 


* A daniſh Dog. 


E 
Who d ſhake with laughter, tho he cou d not find 
His Lordſhip's jeſt, or, if his noſe broke wind, 
For bleſſings to the Gods profoundly bow, 
That can cry Chimney- ſweep, or drive a Plough ? 
With terms like theſe how mean the Tribe that cloſe} 


Scarce meaner They, who terms, like theſe, impoſe. 


But what's the tribe moſt likely to comply 
The men of ink, or antient authors lye, 

The writing tribe, who ſhameleſs auctions hold 
Of praiſe, by inch of candle to be ſold; 
All men they flatter, but themſelves the moſt 
With deathleſs fame, their everlaſting boaſt : 
For Fame no cully makes ſo much her jeſt, 

As her old, conſtant ſpark, the bard profeſt. 
«KB tin the fight, 
« Pius magnificent; but I can write, 


le ſhines in council, M. 


ce And what to my great ſoul like glory dear? 
'Till ſome God whiſpers in his tingling ear, 
That fame's unwholeſome taken without meat, 
And life is beſt ſuſtain d by what is eat. 


A Db __ Grown 


What cruel Proſe-man can refrain from tears? 


. 
Grown Lean; and Wiſe, he curſes whit he writ, 
And wiſhes all his wants were in his wit. 
Ah! what avails it, when his dinner's loſt, 
That his triumphant name adorns a poſt > 
Or that his ſhining page (provoking fate!) 
Defends Sirloyns, which ſons of dullneſs eat? 
W hat foe to verſe without compaſſion hears ? 


When the poor muſe for leſs than half a crown 
A proſtitute on every bulk in town, 

With other whores undone, tho' not in print, 
Clubs credit for Geneva in the Mint ? 

Ye bards! why will you ſing, tho' uninſpir d? 
Ye bards! why will you ſtarve to be admir'd? 
Defunct by Phebus laws beyond redreſs, 
Why will your ſpectres haunt the frighted preſs? 
Bad metre, that Excreſcence of the head, 
Like hair, will ſprout, altho the poet's dead. 


All other trades demand, Verſe-makers beg; 
A Dedication is a wooden leg, 


And barren Labeo, the true Mumpers faſhion, 
Expoſes borrow'd brats to move compaſſion. 


Las | 
Tho ſuch my ſelf, vile bards I diſcommend, 
Nay more, tho gentle Damon is my friend. 

«© Ist then a crime to write? ” -—— if talents rare 
Proclaim the God, the crime is to forbear; 9 51 
For ſome, tho few, there are large minded men, 
Who watch unſeen the labours of the pen, 
Who know the mule's worth, and therefore court, 
Their deeds her theme, their bounty her ſupport, 
Who ſerve unask'd the leaſt pretence to wit; 


My ſole excuſe, alas! for having writ. 
Will H t pardon, if I dare commend 
H, with zeal a patron, and a friend? 
ie true wit is ſtudious to reſtore, 
And Df ſmiles, if Phoebus ſmil'd before, 
F 
And Henrietta like a muſe inſpires. 

But ah! not inſpiration can obtain 
That Fame, which poets languith for in vain. 
How mad their aim? who thirſt for glory, ſtrive 
To graſp what no man can poſſeſs aliye. 
No living glory will Detraction ſpare, 
The man muſt die, who makes full fame his care. 

Fame's 


ke in years the long-loy'd arts admires, 


[12] 


Fame's a reverſion in which men take place An 


” a 
42a-=&@ 


(O late reverſion l) at their own deceaſe. 

This truth ſagacious Lintut knows ſo well, 

He ſtarves his authors, that their works may ſell. 
That fame is wealth, fantaſtick poets cty 41 

That wealth is fame, another Clan reply, 

Who know no guilt, no ſcandal but in rags, 

And ſwell in juſt proportion to their bags. 

Nor only the low-born, deform” d, and old 

Think glory nothing but the beams' of gold, 


The firſt young lord, which in the Mall you meet, 


Shall match the verieſt Huncks in Lombard. ſtreet, 


From reſcu'd candle's ends who rais d a ſum, 


And ſtarves to join a Penny to a Plumb, 
A beardleſs miſer? 'tis a guilt unknown 


To former times, a ſcandal all our own. 


Of ardent lovers, the true modern band 
Will mortgage Celia to redeem their land. 
For love, young, noble, rich Caſtalio dies; 


Name but the fair, love ſwells into his eyes. 


L 13 ] 
Divine Monimia, thy fond fears lay down; 
No rival can prevail, but half a Crown. N 
He glories to late times to be convey d, 
Not for the poor he has relił wd, but made. 


Not ſuch ambition his great fathers fir d, 

When Harry conquer d, and half France expird. 
He'd be a flave, a pimp, a dog for gain, 

Nay, a dull Sheriff for his golden chain. 


4 W ho'd be a ſlave? ” the gallant Colonel cries, 
While love of glory ſparkles from his eyes. 

To deathleſs fame he loudly pleads his right. 
Tuſt is his title, for I will not fight: 

But, when indulging on the laſt campaign, 


His lofty terms climb o'er the hills of ſlain, 

He gives the foes he ſlew, at each vain word, 

A ſweet revenge, and halfabſolves his ſword. 
Of Boaſting more than of a Bomb afraid, 

A Soldicr ſhould be modeſt, as a Maid: 

Fame is a bubble the Referv'd enjoy, 

W ho ftrive to graſp it, as they touch, deſtroy: 


E 


L141 
'Tis the world's debt to deeds of high degrees. | 
But if you pay you 2 ere is e ro leit 
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Were there no tongue to ſpeak rn but his d 
Auguſtus Deeds in arms had ne er been known, 


* 


Auguſtus Deeds; if that ambiguous namm 


Confounds my reader, and miſguides his aim, 
Such is the Princes worth, of whom I ſpeak, 
The Raman would not bluſh at the miſtake, 
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